
The Life and Death 

I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel’d here,' 

Pierc’d to the foule with (landers venom’ d fpearer- 
The which no Balme can cure, but his heart bipod 
W hich breath’d this poyfon- 
King - Rage mud be withftood : 

Give me his gage: Lyons make Leopards tame. 

Mow. Yea, but not change his fpots- take but my ihame, 
And I refigne my gage. My dcare, deare Lord, 

The purelt trealure mortall times afford, 

I s fpotleffe reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay- 
A jevvell in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

1 s a b bold ipirit in a loyall bred. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me, and my life is done* 

Then (dearemy Liege) mine honour let. me try. 

In that Hive, and for that will I dye. 

King. Colin throw downe your gage. 

Doe you begin. 

Bui. Oh heaven defend my foule from, filch foule finne* 
Shall I feemeCreft-falne in my fathers light, . 

Or with pale beggar-feare, impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d daftard? Ere my tongue. 

Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong ; 

Or found fo bafe a parle : my teeth (hall teare 

The flavifh motive of recanting feare, nV booD 

And. Ipit it bleeding in this high difgrace. 

Where (hame doth harbour, even i vt.Mowbrayes face. 

Exit Gaunt* 

King. We were not borne to fue, but, to command. 
Which fince we cannot doe to make you friends. 

Be ready,(as your lives fliallanfwcr it) 

At Ccventreega pon Saint Lamberts day : 

7 here dial I your Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwclling difference of your fetled hate 
Since we cannot attone you,you (hall fee 
Iullice defigne the Vidors Chivalry. 

Lord Marihall, command out Officers at Armes, 


of Richard the fecond. 
ready todired thefe home, Alarmes.’ 


Scana Secunda. 
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Enter Gaunt , and Dutchejfe of Glocefter. 

Gaunt* Alas, the part i had in GloBers blood, 

Doth more lolicite me than your cxclaim.es. 

To ftirre againll the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction lyeth in thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot corred. 

Put we our quartell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards fevtn tonnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

Where are feven vialles ofhis facred blood. 

Or feuen faire branches Ipringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are aryed by natures courfe. 

Some of thofe branches by the deftinies cut,* 

But Thomas, my deare Lord, my life, my G teller. 
OneViall fall of Edwards (acred blood, 

One flourifiiing brancu ofhis moft Koyall roote 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt; 

Ishackt downe.and his lummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was thine,that bed, that wombe, 

, j mcttall,thatfeIfe-mouId that falhion’d thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liu’ft and breath’d ; 
Yet art thou flame in him: thou doellconfent 
~ >me large meafure to thy Fathers death 
ir that thou feed thy wretched brother dv. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

■Call it not patience (Gaunt) it is defpaire, 
infuftesnng thus thy brother to be flaimhrcr’d 
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